THE  ESSENCE  OF  LITERATURE

matter of life and death, because there is no inkling of ^

Art implies pleasure m conscious self-expression. The ele-
ment of pleasure is absolutely inseparable from the conception
of art, either in its active or in its passive form. That man is
no artist who finds no pleasure in what he is expressing 5 and
the pleasure is none the less real if it be of a self-torturing
kind. For the spectator also, pleasure is the test. If pleasure be
totally absent, art disappears. If a Nero is able to seek art in
the immediate reality of pain, it is because he is a Nero: a per-
vert and a degenerate. At the other extreme, a man simple-
minded enough to forget the element of pleasure in a Shake-
spearian performance would find lago's villainy or Lear's suf-
ferings unbearable. What is purely and simply harrowing is
not art. We must be able to "enjoy" a good shudder or a good
cry.

These are facts of common experience. The inferences that
can be drawn from them will not please those who believe too
literally in the holiness of art. Conscious pleasure in expression
is not incompatible with a high degree of earnestness: we are
not impugning the spiritual veracity of Dante and Milton. But
there are moments in life so deep and so intense that the
thought of art should be banished from them. We may admire
the conscious beauty of the Psalms, the Song of Solomon, the
Book of Job; but we feel it would be sacrilegious to analyze
the esthetic element in the Sermon on the Mount, the story of
the Passion, or the grief of a mother over her dying child. It
is only when grief has lost its immediacy, when it is recollected
in tranquillity, when it has become part reality, part shadow,
that the sense of beauty is allowed to enter.

Expression, in which feeling and technique are united, covers
therefore a wide range. At one end of the scale, we find pure
emotion, which transcends art. At the other end, we find pure
technique, virtuosity, the consciousness of expression as an end
in itself, the pleasure derived from the sheer display of skill.
This is a low kind of art, for it reveals only a small part, and
a superficial part, of man's nature. The prodigy who can per-